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And comes not in, over-rujdeby fnophefies, 

I feare,fhc power of'Tercy is too weake. 

To wage an mliant tryall with the King. 

+ SirM.Wby,cay good Lord, you needc not feare. 

There is Dtmglas-ix& Lord Mortimer, 
slrch^o, hjhiori inter h not' there. 

, Sir. M -Rut there is Merdakeycrnon\,. Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of ^ra?/Tcr,andahead 
Of gallant warrioors 3 noble Gentlemen. 

« Arch And fo there is, but yet the King hath drawn 
Thefpeciall head of all the Landtogether. 

The Prince of Wales , Lord John of Lane after y 
The noble Weftmerlan^md warlike Blunt y 
And many, moe Corrivales^nd deare men 
Of eftimation, and command inarmes. 

Sire A/.Doubt no.t,my Lord, he fhall be well oppos’d, 
Arcb.l hope no Idle ;yet, needfull ’tiato feare. 

And to prevent the word. Sir Michell y fpeed : 

For if Lord Tmythrivenoterethe King 
Difmifle his power, he m.anes to vifit us, _ 
for he hath heard of our confederacy j- 
And ’tisbut wifedometomakeftrong againfl him » 
Therefore make hafte, I mutl goe write againe 
To other friends, and fo farewell, Sir Michell. Exm 

£nter the King, Prince of Wales. i Lord Iohn of Lancafler, Ed 
ofyPeftmerlandji Walter Blunt >and Fal/lafe. 

Ho wbloodily the Stmne begins to peere 
Above yon busky hill f the day lookes pale . 
Athisdiftemperature. fr 

‘Brin. The Southerne wihde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes,. 

And by hollow whittling in the leaves, 

Foretels a temped anda bluftering day. 
v JCiw^.Tben vvitb the lofefs let it fympathize. 

For nothing can l’eeme foule to thofe that winne. 

The Trumpet founds. _ Enter fWrttp 

Kino. How now iny Lord of Worcester P-’tis not well 
Thar you and I fhoiild meete upon fuch tearmes, 


Henry the Fourth. 

AsnoW we meete. You have deceived our trad. 

And made us doffe our eafic Robes of peace, 

Tb crufhour old uncafie limbs in ungentle Steele; 

This isnot welljny Lord this is not well. 

What fay you to it ? will you againe unknic 
This churlifh knot of all abhorred Warre ? 

And more in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did give a faire and naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigy of feare, and a portent 
Ofbroched mifehiefe to the unbome times ?v 
Wor. Heare me, my Lieges , 

For mine own part,I could be well content 
To entertaine the lag-end ofmy life 
With quiet houres : For I proteft, 

I have not fought the day of this diflike. 

King.You have not fought it : how comes it then f 
Falf, Rebel lion lay in his way, and he found xt. 
Brin. Peace,Chewet, peace. 

Wor It pleas’ d your Ma jefty to turne your lookes 
Of favour, from my felfe, and all our Houfe ; 

And yet I muft remember you my Lord : 

We were the firft and dearelt of your friends. 

For you, my Staffe of office did I breake. 

In Richards time, and potted day and night. 

To mceteyou on the way, and kiffe your land. 

When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I ; 

It was my felfe, my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home , and boldly did out-date 
The danger of the time. You fworetous. 

And you did fweare that oath at Done after. 

That you did nothing of purpofe ’gainft the State, 

Nor claime no furtherthen your new-fake right, 
Thefeateof f/4»r,Duke of Lancaftert 
To this, we (ware our ayde : but in fhort fo ace 
It ramd down,9Fomme fhowring on your head. 

And fuch a feud of Qreatneffe fell on you. 
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